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I WHICH ONE PAID HUNDREDS OF 
Rex B ' DOLLARS TO TRAIN AT MY SIDE? 

Ferris | : 




Rex Ferris, like you, paid only a few cents 
to start building into a champion all around 
He Man! 

Rex mailed me a coupon as below. He was 
a skinny bag of bones. Today he is tops in 
athletics, strength, business. 
Larry Campbell paid me hundreds of dollars 
to train at my side years ago. Now you can 
start building into an All Around He Man 
right at home with these same progressive 
power secrets for only a few cents— just as 
Rex Ferris did! 
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Let's Go. Palf I'll prove l can make yOU too 

111- around HE -MAN 

fAOT-" or it won't cost you a cent— 

" r / .'* «**-.* soys George FJowetl- World's Greatest Body Builder - 
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HELP! BLACKHAWKS...MOGRE 
ISLAND.. -WHOLE WORLD IN DANGER 
COME QUICKLY, BEFORE THEY 
ARGHHHH1 CLICK " 




BLACKHAWK 

/TlOMENTS LATER. 




BLACKHAWK 



WE LIVED ON HATE, BLACKIIAWK, AND 
THIS IS OUR VENGEANCE ' THERE IS NO 
FOOD OR WATER ON MOGRE ISLAND,.. 
BUT YOU WON'T SUFFER ! WATER IS 
SEEPING TOWARD THE VOLCANO < IN 
A FEW DAYS IT WILL BLOW UP THE 
ISLAND AND EVERYTHING ON IT r 




BLACKHAWK 

q/\ FEW MINUTESLATER- ., 

''Fl-AME DIDN'T MISS AN 

NGLES! EVEN THIS CANVAS )| 



LATH IS TOO LOTTEI 
TO SUILD .WITH! CHOP CHOP 
THINK BONOLABLE ANCES- 
TORS SOON HAVE VELLY 




BLACKHAWK 



WE'VE GOT FOOD AND WE CAN 
DISTILL SEA WATER IN THAT 
CANTEEN IF NECESSARY ! BUT 
I'D RATHER PUT THE TIME ON 
. ESCAPE PLANS ' 




BE I'VE GOT HOLES IN J 
HEAD, BLACKHAWK , 

IT DOESN'T ANSWER 
E* I DIDN'T PRAY FOR 
ECKFUL OF COLD RAIN • 




Wl APOLOGIZE, BLACKHAWK ?\ / 
f THOSE DEPRESSIONS IN THE 1 
1 ROCKS GOT ENOUGH FRESH / ■■.. ' 
1 WATER TO LAST US FOR / 


'THAT ISN'T ALL^ 
CHUCK ! LOOK J 
DOWN THERE ! J 
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WE TAKE OFF FOR OABAT TODAY! ANY 
MESSAGE FOR YOUR FRIEND, THE DOGA 
I'M REALLY SORRY I CAN'T SEE YOUR 
FACES NOW! I'D ENJOY YOUR SUFFERI 




BLACKHAWK 

T^EANWHILE IN A JUNGLE AIRPORT, SOMEWHERE IN SOUTHERN 



'LL KEEP THE TRANS- 1 
NTIL WE SEIZE THE j 
'. THEN LAND AND V 

ir~_-<: 
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YOU'RE PERFECT » YOU' 
PORT OUT OF SIGHT UNTIL 
DOGA AND RADIO YOU " 
START LOOTING ' 

YOU'RE A GAL AF" 

MY OWN HEART, HONE1 

WE'LL GO THROUGH DABAT 

LIKE OIL THROUGH A TIN 

HORN' 





/THEN.. .THEN CHOP CHOP MUST STILL J 
\ BE ALIVE ! OH, GLEEFULS > J— -f^- 


//ALIVE AND KICKING, CHOP CHOP! ) 
\WE SURVIVED THE WAVE '•>* 
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/on the contrary, ^ 


/help! come running? \ 


I WE'RE VERY MUCH _; 


I ALL INVADERS CLOSE IN J 


V ~—t ALIVE 




\J0TJ THE CHAMBERS^!/ 
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SQUADRON OF SWALLOW- SWIFT PLANES 
IS READY TO LAND AT THE AIRPORT OF 

CAPITAL HARBOR-— 

WE ANSWER EACH APPEAL 

WITH HEARTS AS TRUE AS STEEL 

WW BLACKHAWKS ! 



WE CAME AT YOUR\ I DARED NOT 
CALL, GOVERNOR! LET ANYBODY 
YOU DIDN'T TELL/RWOW YOU WERE 
US WHAT THE *J BEING SUMMON- 
PERIL IS THAT I ED! CAPITAL 

F"""-ATENS! / HARBOR IS IN THE 
~-A GRIP OF A 
IkHYSTiR? CRIME 
./■■■■ life*. WAVE! 



ALREADY THE CITY'S BADLY 
SHAKEN BY THE TRIUMPHS OF ) 
A POWERFUL GANG! 
F THE BLACKHAWKS T 
CANNOT HELP US.-.^WE CAN 

HELP, , 
GOVERNOR!) 
EXPLAIN! I 
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Qj THE QUIET RURAL ESTATE OF 
THE GOVERNOR 
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I'M : 
SHE : 
DIDN'" 
SHE \ 



IT WAS A CLUB 
' OF OUTLAWS! 
L WE DID IT FOR 

I A THRILI 

WE'D USED UP 
ALL OTHER 
FORMS OF 
EXCITEMENT! 
L MORELLA ORGAN- 
IZED US" 
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Che dry 
tortugas 
the sterile, 

BARREN, 

PARCHED 

LITTLE ISLANDS 

IN THE GULF 

OF MEXTCO 

SUDDENLY 

BECOME THE 

SCENE OF A 

MODERN PLOT 

AS DARING, ' 

STARK AND 

INFAMOUS AS 

THE FOUL 
CONSPIRACY 
WHICH 
BROUGHT 
THEM 
NOTORIETY 
IN THE CIVIL 
WAR DAYS! 
PAST MEETS 
PRESENT, AND 
INTO THE MELEE 
ZOOM THE 
DASHING 
BLACKHAWKS 
TO SOLVE THE 
RIDDLE OF 



TERROR ISLAND! 



WELL, PLETTY SOON ANDRE 
AND CHUCK COME BACK FROM 
FISHING TRIP " 



THE BLACKHAWKS RELAX FOR A WELL-EARNED 
VACATION ON THE TROPIC SANDS OF MARQUESA 
j KEYS.. . | — - 




??■( CORA BUNSEN! I REMEMBER B 
YOU'RE THE DAUGHTER OF JJ$M 

DR.BUNSEN, THE 1 r- ' — T^i 

FAMOUS PHYSICIST!/ THA T S RIGHT, ] 
-^ BLACKHAWK ! YOU 4 
HELPED MY "FATHER AND 
OUT OF A JAM SOME 
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THAT'S JUST IT! HI5 FEATURES, 
MANNERISMS AND GENERAL TRAITS 
WERE NOT QUITE THE SAME! IT SEEMED 
TO ME HE WAS FORCING HIMSELF TO PLAY 
A PART! IN SHORT, HE JUST WASN'T 
HIMSELF! THE MAN IN WASHINGTON 

IS NOT MY FATHER ! 




SACRE MONDE! PERHAPS ON OUR 
LEETLE VOYAGE WE HAVE MADE 
A DISOOVERY! WHAT EES THAT 
BUILDING ON THE ISLAND OUT 
THERE, CHUCK ? 



THOSE ARE 
REMAINS OF OLD 
FORT JEFFERSON 
ON THE DRY TORTUGAS! 
THAT PLACE REEKS 
WITH INTRIGUE AND 
HISTORIC LORE! HEAD ■ 
FOR THE ISLAND AND 
I'LL TELL YOU ABOUT 




WHEN BOOTH ASSASSINATED 
PRESIDENT LINCOLN HE WAS 
INJURED WHILE ESCAPING! 
DOCTOR NAMED MUDD TREATED 
BOOTH SECRETLY, KNOWING 
WHAT HE HAD DONE, AND 
WAS LATER CAUGHT AND 
.CHARGED WITH CONSPIRACY! 



■SM^t 



DR. MUDD WAS SENTENCED TO SOLITARY 
CONFINEMENT ON THE ISLAND! YELLOW 
FEVER RAVAGED THE FORT'S SOLDIERS 
AND MUDD DISTINGUISHED HIMSELF BY 
HIS HEROIC WORK AMONGST .$ 
THE STRICKEN MEN ! HE / 
WAS PARDONED AS ^ 

A RESULT " 
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/behind you, 

V ANDRE ! 
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/THESE GUYS DIDN'T FIGHT 

' LIKE SIGHT -SEEIN' TOURISTS 

TOSS 'EM INTO THE DUNGEONS 

, UNTIL SPANDRELL CAN 

INTERROGATE 'EM * 
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1TBN CARSON wofee in tne dawn, with shrill 
**" laughter ringing in his ears. Before he open- 
ed His eyes, Ken Carson checked the sound off to 
imagination . . , probably his fever was back, 
.stirring his blood and fogging his mind. He had 
come, years ago, to this tiny island of the South- 
ern Seas to die. The doctors had said his health 
was shattered, his days numbered. 

True, he'd lived somehow, there in the warm 
sun with sand and palms and sea. There was no 
need of clothes beyond his few old rags. And 
there was food to be picked from the trees or 
hooked, out of the waves. But he was sick, he' 
had ben getting sicker. Perhaps his present at- 
tack would be the last. 

Then he sat up in his palm-leaf shelter. His 
open eyes must be affected too. For he saw men 
on his once deserted island. They were swarthy 
little men swarming onto the beach. Behind them 
were their landing boats and, out to sea, a giant 
destroyer that flew no flag. It was all very clear 
for a fever dream. 

The swarthy men ringed themselves around a 
■figure that stood a whole head above them, a 
rugged man with rumpled black hair and a 
square-jawed tanned face. Criss-crossed ropes 
bound him fast. 

One of the jeering crowd looked derisively up 
into the face of the captive. "You wonder why 
we keep you alive?" Ken C-.rson heard the snarl- 
ing question. "Because your friends with the 
World Peace Commission saw us capture you 
when your plane was shot down, Jeff Barlow, 
and they fear to attack us lest their shots kill 
you. They think we keep you aboard the detroy- 
er. But now . ■ . out of their sight . . . unless 
you give us the information we want . . . you , 
are going to die." 

The bound man laughed. His laugh was deep 
and harsh. 

**You traitors to the cause of peace have 
threatened me before," he replied, "and I have 
escaped from you before. T shall not reveal any 
information to you dogs." 

"You might have been fortunate in eluding 
us in the past," said the leader of the swarthy 




men, "but this time your luck has run out." 

The man called Jeff Barlow grinned wider and 
harder. "Get a mirror," He taunted. "Take a 
good look at your face. Because you're going to 
lose face . . . plenty . . . and you may wonder 
what you looked like.** 

A snarling curse rang out, and the leader of 
the horde struck at the captive. Barlow ducked 
his head quickly. The blow wasted itself on 
empty air. v 

"Fasten him to the palm tree yonder," ordered 
the leader, brandishing a sharp and shining 
sword. "I myself will kill this close-mouthed be- 
liever in peace." 

All this Ken Carson saw from his bed under 
\ the palm leaves. The rough shelter blended with 
nearby foliage and his presence was undetected. 
Now he put out a thin hand, cautiously burrow- 
ed at the rear of the hut, and crept out behind. 
He had long waited for death, but he had no 
wish to meet it violently. Crouching deep among 
the, bushes, he listened. 

"Captain Kino," a swarthy man was v saying, 
"I am a scholar. I read the stars. This devil Bar- 
low is fated to die at noon, not dawn. Let him 
wait and grow fearful as the hours wear away. 

"Yqu believe in the stars," said the officer 
loftily, "but I believe in world conquest by force. 
Now I will kill swiftly." 

Carson crept closer among the bushes. He 
knew who Jeff Barlow was. The frame of the 
World Peace Commission and its work had pene- 
trated even to his remote, seldom-visited island. 
His decrepit radio had broadcast news of the 
Peace Commission's activities. And once a pass- 
ing canoeful of natives had chanted songs hon- 
oring Jeff Barlow. Carson, who expected to die 
at any moment, did not feel that ruggd, healthy, 
young Barlow should die for years. At least, not 
at the hands of these diabolical tyrants. 

He stooped and picked up two cocoanuts. For 
ail his frailty, Carson couid throw straight and 
hard. As Captain Kino bore down on the bound 
and helpless Barlow, Carson hurled both nuts in 
quick succession. 

The first struck the fist that held the sword 



and the officer dropped it with a shrill yelp . . . 
a yelp that died abruptly when the second nut 
smote his temple and sent him spinning. .There 
was a jabber of consternation and soon the other* 
rushed forward to aid their felled commander. 

Jeff Barlow, forgotten for the moment, had 
acted. The sword had sailed through the air to- 
ward him. Although both his hands were tether- 
ed at the wrists, he managed to catch the flying 
sword's hilt with his right hand. Furiously 
straining, he brought the keen edge against his 
bonds. They fell away before its sharp blade and 
Jeff Barlow stepped away from the palm tree, 
free and armed. 

The first of his enemies to be aware of this 
shouted a curse and raised his rifle into firing 
position. Barlow did not watt for him to touch 
the trigger. He sprang in and with a great, 
drawing slash knocked the rifle from his op- 
ponent's hands. Before the others could gather 
their wits about them he floored a second man 
with a mighty punch and then a third. With 
quick backward leaps, he then retreated into 
the bushes. 

"In here, barlow* *n here!" called Carson 
softly. Barlow plunged into the thicket beside 
him. The two fell fiat and rolled deeper into the 
cover of the bush. Moving on all fours and beck- 
oning him to do the same, Carson led him away. 
Rifle bullets ripped the leaves where they had 
been. 

"Thanks for saving me, friend," whispered 
Barlow. 

"You saved yourself," replied Carson, pant- 
ing. "I . . . I'm not well. The exercise, it's too 
much for me . . . doctors told me I'd die if . . ." 

"Breathe deeply," Barlow advised. "Relax and 
take in all the oxygen you can hold. Who are 
you?" 

Carson told him. He spoke also of how he had 
fallen ill, had come to this peaceful island to die. 
"And my first impulse, when I saw that band of 
tyrants, was to hide," he finished. "Yet I'm 
doomed anyway. And you . . . perhaps will es- 
cape, and use your strength against them . . ," 

"We'll both escape," Barlow said. "Climb this, 
rocky bluff behind us." 

"I can't," moaned Carson. "I told you I was 
sick." 

"Climb," bade Barlow and himself pushed 
Carson upward to grasp at the vines and ledges 
of the bluff. A moment later the two were 
scrambling upward. Yells greeted them. The 
swarthy men had seen them. Some shots rang 
out, but Barlow and Carson gained the upper 
ledge, unharmed, and lay flat behind a groat 
balanced boulder. 

"Dynamite and caps!" cried an officer, second- 



in-command to the one who had been knocked 
out. "We'll get them both!" 

"And they will," said Carson. "Just below ui 
is a cave. Dynamite in that will smash this whole 
bluff . . ." 

"They said caps for the dynamite," reminded 
Barlow. "If something should hit those caps and 
set off the dynamite before it gets into the cave 
. . . Look, here they come below us. Help m« 
push this rock loose. 

"I say I can't!" Carson protested. 

"I say you can." Barlow had risen, crouching 
into a tense, brawny surge of power against the 
rock. "Push, push like I'm doing. Get your back 
into it, man. Hard! Harder . . .'* 

This exertion would kill him Carson felt. But 
he put the thought from him and heaved. The 
rock stirred, toppled. ... :,jb 

It was off the ledge, crashing downward. And 
then he and Barlow were flat on the ledge that 
heaved and creaked like the deck of a ship, while 
the world-filling thunder of a mighty explosion 
came up from below. 

"It got them!" cried Barlow, looking down. 
"Got them just outside the cave!" 

"Listen!" said Carson, and more distant ex- 
plosions echoed. 

Planes .were buzzing over the destroyer like 
angry bees. Bombs were falling. A hit, another, 
then another. The destroyer, bursting with in- 
ternal fires, began to sink in shattered chunks. 
The planes banked in toward the flat sand of the 
beach. 

"Come, on, Carson," said Barlow. "Down to 
the shore. My friends have arrived." 

They ran like deer down to the beach to wel- 
come the men who emerged from the planes 
marked with the insignia of the World Peace 
Commission. Out to sea, there was only a mass 
of wreckage. The only swarthy men on shore 
were dead, killed by their own dynamite. 

"Meet my friend, Ken Carson," Barlow was 
saying. "He saved me and helped me wipe out 
this shore party. Carson, you look like a million 
dollars." 

"And I . . . feel like a million!" cried Carson. 
"Barlow, the exertion should have killed me, but 
I . . . I'm well again! You've cured me by a mir- 
acle." 

Barlow slapped his shoulder. "No miracle. 
You've been getting well, here in the sun and 
the open air, for a long time. But you thought 
you were sick and you never forgot that . 
until this adventure. Come back to civilization 
with us, there are a thousand ways you can help 
to fight for world peace." 

And Carson, straightening his shoulders, look- 
ed back only once as he climbed aboard the plane 
with his new-found friends. 
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UHJl gg^ai^aif TWO FISTED DEALER OF JUSTICE/ 



FAMED CRIME FIGHTER.' 



ADVENTURE ON THE MISSISSIPPI J 




CHOP CHOP TAKING MUCH 
NEEDED VACATION FLOM 
BLACKHAWK ISLAND/ OFF TO 
CHINA TO SEE GIRL FRIEND, 
LOTUS BLOSSOM.' WILL 
MAKE MUCH WOO, 

woo, woo: 
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f OH, WOE .'WILL BE 
V FORCED TO LAND 
*-f OH ISLAND -<■ 
L BELOW TO FIX J 
=S^j SAME.' _J 
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FIRST, I'LL 


I'VE BEEN 1 


SHOW YOU , 


HEAD MAN ■' 


AROUND A 


.HERE! I'LL *]' 


SO YOU'LL 


N GET THAT * 


KNOW THE 


SILLY-LOOK- 


LAY OF THE 


/ ING LITTLE 


LAND.'jr— • 1 


SHRIMP! IT'LL 


Y ^ 


BE CURTAINS 

FOR HIM— , 

' AND SOON/ 
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THAT'S MY TRUSTY 
SHIP, THE BOOTy. 1 IT'S 
POWERFULLY EQUIPPED 
WITH TORPEDOES 
AMD GUNS! 



A PIRATE SHIP I 
LIKE SEE IN 
MOVIES,ALL' 
LIGHT! EVEN 
FLAG CALLED 
JOLLY LOGER.' 




OH, BOY! WITH ^ 
COSTUME, FEEL 
LIKE FULL-FLEDGED 

PIRATE! HOPE TO 
BE GLEAT 

success. 
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YOU'LL BE A 
SUCCESS, ALL 
RIGHT! YOU'RE 
BRAVE ,CHOP 
CHOP, AND. 
PARING 
SIT HERE 




BLACKHAWK 
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THAT COWARP, 
CHOP CHOP-- 
PESERTED /HE 
WHEN I NEEEEP 
HIM MOST! 




BLACKHAWK 




ONLY A SHORT YEAR AGO THESE 
GALLANT FIGHTERS HELPED US 
ACHIEVE A NEW HAPPINESS IN OUR 
FAIR LAND... AMD AS PRESIDENT OF 
IMRA I NOW WISH TO PROPOSE A 
TOAST TO THE BLACKHAWKS! 
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IF YOU FELLOWS ONLY 
WEREN'T SO HOT- 
HEADED ABOUT THIS, 
WE MIGHT FIND OUT 
HOW IT HAPPENED! 





'MY MEN AND I WILL 
SEARCH THE PALACE 
IF WE FIND HER, WE 
WILL KNOW WHAT 
HER MOTIVES ARE 
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HARSH WORDS COMiNG FROM A 
A WAITRESS WHO PRESUMES TO , 
SIT ON THE ROYAL, 
THRONE ! THE I 
ROYALISTS 




THE ORIGINAL (gJ^g^JI))^ COMIC BOOK 
FILLED WITH ROLLICKING MIRTH AND LAUGHTER! 



PAGES OF SIDE-SPLITTING 

INCIDENTS IN THE LIFE 

OF AMERICA'S 

FAVORITE 

TEEN-AGE 

GIRL! 
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Bid league Thrills... 
eight in Your Home! 

; » imcartonmc tliis bi;> " ondor 
K*l £* BiOeMl Can™. TM i™" 




THE ELECTRIC GAME CO 

130 Front Street, Holyoke, Muss, 



State . , 
22"x 14" x 2", wood frames wifh transformer 
rd for AC house torrent. Price $10.00 postpaid. 




Same FREE Offer 
MoToR's TRUCK & TRACTOR 
REPAIR MANUAL 

Brand - Net! Covers 
EVERY job on EVERY 
popular make gasoline 
truck and farm tractor 
made from 1936 thru 
19491 Over 1400 pictures, 
961 poeesi 300,000 facts. 
All types Gasoline En- 
gines, Fuel Systems rt ~ 



Gov- 
Igol- 



tion, Starters. 

Axles, Drakes, etc., eve., 

and much morel 

For FREE 7 • DAY 
TRIAL, check box In 
coupon. 



t down' 
■dable terms 
indexed book! 

everything rotm need 

TO KNOW 

MoToR's Manual takes 
nothing for granted. Starts at 
the very beginning; tells you 
how to identify all 741 car 
models. More than 2100 easy- 
to-follow Photos, Drawings, 
and Diagrams guide you step- 
by-step right through each op- 
eration. Almost 750 big pages 
crammed with Factory Specifi- 
cations and Adjustment Tables, 
Tune-Up Charts, Tables of 
Measurement} and Clearances, 
Overhauling and Replacement 
facts, Automatic Transmis- 
sions, New GM Rochester Car- 
buretor, and much MORE! 

SEND NO MONEY 



Just 



ail I 



When the 




postman brings book, 
nothing. First, make " 
what it's got! Unle 
this is the greatest ti 



turn book in 7 days and pay noth- 
ing. Mail coupon today! Address: 
MoToR Book Dept. Desk 28 M. 
250 West SSth Street, New York 



MsTott BOOK DEPARTMENT 
Desk 28M> 350 West 55th Stre 
Rush, to me a! once: (Check bo 

l ~> remit si in 7 rfnvs. (iilns a^ 
monthly tor 2 



later. Otherwise 
(Foreign priae, ret 



Hill I 



boo* postpaid I 



